I t seems that it is becoming a common occurrence to hear about yet another random senseless mass shooting, an act of terrorism, or a suicide of a high-profile figure. Thankfully, I am not suicidal, but I realize it could have very well been me on one of those planes in 2001. It could have very well been me at one of the mass shootings. As such, I have learned never to ask: "Why me" but rather "Why not me."
Sadly, these events resurrected the memory of some of my colleagues passing, some while in practice, some after retirement. The recent retirement of one of my closest friends still haunts me, as he was one of the "the seven." "The seven" were the 6 orthopods and I that came together serendipitously in 1985. Two have passed, four have retired, and then there's me . . . the lone vestige of the soul of my career. Which one of us will be next to depart?
With the repetitive societal reminders of the suddenness and uncertainty of death, I have come to realize what a treacherous business it is to practice medicine. As I reflect over the years, a sickening feeling came over me as I remembered the patients that have died while I was taking care of them. Some of them simply did not show up for their appointments. We learned of their passing when my medical assistant called to reschedule them! Some of them we learned of their demise when we went to make rounds in the morning, only to find a vacant bed and then there was one that died in front of me. Pulmonary embolism, myocardial infarction, sepsis . . . who will be the next victim?
As both of my parents turn 90 years old this year, I do not expect the same fortune. When people remark "well you have longevity on your side," I conceal my smirk, slapped by the hand of fate. I can only hope that on my 90th birthday, I too can sit on the third base line in Wrigley field watching the Cubs. It is interesting to me that neither of my parents have a bucket list. Mine is remarkably sparse, and on it are only things that will probably never happen.
I have very few regrets in my life, whether it be professional or personal, but it was indeed a difficult path to my solace. The reality is that even if I did have regrets, I cannot back up the clock. I have learned to be grateful for every day, as the comfort for a bad day is the expectation of tomorrow. I look forward, not back, even realizing that I very well might be next! Jack M. Schuberth 
